ACT ONE

After some music, which begins fiercely and frightcn-
ingly and then sinks into a funereal melancholy, we
find ourselves looking at the hall of ROBERT JOHNSON'S
house, somewhere in one of the plcasanter outer
suburbs. There is not much to be seen: a door in the
centre that probably leads into the drawing-room, and
on one side of it a small table and a chair or two, and
on the other side one of those tall stands for hats and
overcoats and sticks. What impresses us is the atmo-
sphere in here. It is at once cold and shuttered* There
is something chill and uneasy about the very light*
Something is wrong; this is no ordinary morning; and
then we realise what we are in for when AGNES the
maid, in black and rather red about the eyes, comes in
followed by two or three middle-aged persons all in
black, whom she shows into the drawing-room. Yes,
they are mourners, and they are about to attend a little
funeral service in the house before the remains of
ROBERT JOHNSON are taken to the cemetery. We gather
from the murmur of voices that these mourners are
among the last, not the first* to arrive.

When AGNES has shown these people in, she looks